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	1. Romantic Picnic At The Lake

**Hey readers!**

**Well, I don't know what to tell you.**

**I wanted a break from writing Harry/Ginny, so here's this wonderful story.**

**Please review,**

**PulyAuthorGirl**

**.**

Hermione and Ron were sitting by the fireplace, just the two of them.

Suddenly Hermione spoke up.

"Ron?" Hermione asked. "I think I should do Ginny a favour."

Hermione and Ginny were friends, after all – not as close as Ron and Hermione – and friends did each other favours.

"Ginny?" Ron said, irritably. "She's too little."

Ron had always seen Ginny as younger than him, although the siblings had a one year age gap.

"She's not, she's dated Michael," Hermione began. "Harry's over Cho now, you know. And I thought, that Ginny likes him."

"Not anymore," says Ron. "You said, not anymore."

"Well, we're bringing Harry and Ginny together!" said Hermione, ignoring Ron.

Ron glared at her.

"You're not a matchmaker, Hermione," said Ron. "Neither am I. To both of us, romance is a foreign language. To you, it's Bulgarian."

"I was never that into Viktor anyway," said Hermione.

Hermione sighed.

Ron always had distaste for Viktor, since he had taken her to the ball.

Beforehand, it had seemed like Ron wanted Viktor to take him to the ball.

"But you can't deny we're unromantic," said Ron.

She couldn't.

"But can't you see?" said Hermione. "Harry likes her, I think. Ginny likes, I'm sure she still does, Harry."

"Harry and Ginny?" said Ron. "You must be joking."

"I'm not," said Hermione. "Are you in or are you not?"

Ron thought about it.

"I'm in," he said. "I suppose. Afterwards, can we move on to, er, better couples?"

Hermione smiled at him, finally he was in.

.

"Look," said Hermione. "I've made a romantic picnic with some help from friends., let's get Harry and Ginny to pass it simultaneously."

"What's in the picnic?" said Ron.

"Strawberries, cream, custard," Hermione said. "Chocolate, muffins, cake – basically plenty of food."

"God, Hermione," said Ron. "I have a better idea, let's just eat it ourselves."

"But Ron," said Hermione. "Look, if they don't pass it, we can eat it. Promise."

She knew Ron loved food more than anything.

"Okay," said Ron, licking his lips at the thought of the two of them eating it.

He could just see Hermione feeding him with strawberries and them both eating chocolate cupcakes.

He sighed at the thought of so much food, oh how he'd love to eat it with Hermione.

Or alone, for that matter.

But if he'd eat it with Hermione, she's company.

Beautiful company.

"Er, Ron!" Hermione snapped. "Are you even listening to me?"

"Of course," Ron said quickly. "I'm listening!"

"So, could you give me a quick summary of what I just said?" said Hermione.

"Of course," Ron said. "We, er, we need to eat some food?"

Ron licked his lips, feeling hungry.

"No, Ron," said Hermione, holding back a laugh. "We need to put the picnic to the lake and we need to add a blanket and some roses."

"How do you know about such picnics," said Ron. "I'm sure you've been having some with Vicky."

"I haven't," Hermione said, you could hear she was annoyed. "Now, we need to add them at the lake. Then you convince Ginny to go to the lake and I'll convince Harry."

"Sounds good," said Ron.

"But most importantly," said Hermione. "Don't tell her, Harry's there or that there will be a picnic."

.

"Harry," said Hermione.

Harry turned around to face his bushy-haired friend.

"Yes, Hermione?" he asked.

"Look," said Hermione. "I think it would be a good idea to go to the lake and, er, study."

"Studying by the lake?" Harry asked. "Don't you get it, Hermione? I don't like to study! Quidditch practice takes place."

Hermione rolled her eyes.

"Boys and their Quidditch," she said, rolling her eyes.

.

"Ginny," said Ron.

"Why are you talking to me?" Ginny asked.

She didn't seem in the mood for talking.

"Don't you want to go to the lake?" Ron asked. "The lake's lovely today. So very rom-, er I mean pretty."

"I have Quidditch practice," said Ginny. "If you were on the team, you'd understand."

"You don't have to remind me," said Ron, walking towards the lake.

.

Ron casually walked towards the lake.

He saw some very familiar messy brown hair.

"Hermione!" he exclaimed.

The girl turned around, her face covered in chocolate.

"Ron?" said Hermione. "You too?"

"Yes."


	2. The Oldest Trick In The Book

**Hey readers,**

**This is the second chapter of this story, here goes.**

**This story is very likely not H/G, as I've said I wanted a break from it.**

**H/G isn't my favourite pairing, although I've rather gotten to like it writing "Alternative Yule Ball Experience" and "And Fifth Year Was Totally Different", if you want to read me write them, read those stories (there are hints of R/Hr, by the way).**

**And I'm so glad I already have a follower, although I've only published Chapter One so far (I'm in the middle of writing Chapter Four now...).**

**Have fun,**

**PulyAuthorGirl**

**.**

"Oldest trick in the book," said Ron. "Broom cupboard."

"You want to lock them up together?" Hermione asked.

She thought about being locked up with someone, with Ron, and she definitely wouldn't enjoy it.

"Yeah," said Ron. "That'll be fun."

"Sure?" Hermione asked.

"Definitely!" Ron said happily. "It will be really fun!"

"If you say so," Hermione gave in. "Ginny would love to be in a cupboard with Harry."

"Harry would hate it," said Ron. "He'd be scared of Ginny eating his face."

Ron smirked at her.

Hermione held back a giggle.

"But secretly he'd enjoy it," said Hermione. "I hope he would."

"We'll get them both in the cupboard," said Ron.

"Why are you doing the planning?" Hermione asked.

She believed she was the brains of the operation.

"Because I'm just as capable as you," said Ron. "We'll tell them to get their brooms and then we lock them in."

"Ron," said Hermione. "Guess what, it sounds good. I'm in!"

.

"Harry, I may have put your Firebolt in this cupboard," said Hermione. "Go and fetch it. Ginny, your Nimbus 2000."

The two of them walked in.

"Ron, where's the key?" Hermione whispered.

"No idea," Ron hissed at her.

"I'll just close the doors and lean against it," Hermione said, very quietly.

They both leant against the doors.

Suddenly they felt two people push – Harry and Ginny.

They started pushing harder.

The doors flung open and Ron and Hermione fell on the floor.

"Ow!" Hermione exclaimed.

"What's your problem?" Ginny said, head in air. "Did you try to lock us in here?"

She looked at Hermione very sceptically.

"No," said Hermione. "Why would I?"

Hermione's lie was very unconvincing, she smiled this strange smile.

Ron liked that smile of hers.

"She did," Ginny said to Harry. "I just wonder why."

"So do I," said Harry.

Ron was irritated, after all, it was his idea.

"She didn't," Ron said.

"It's just that you are doing it too," said Ginny. "If someone leant against the door, because they didn't have a key – yes I did hear you – you would be suspicious too."

"We didn't lock you up," said Hermione.

"Liar," said Ginny.

Then she turned on her heel and strutted off.

"She's right," said Harry, watching her go.

Then he, like Ginny, walked off.

.

Ron and Hermione were sitting next to the broom cupboard.

"I give up," said Ron.

"Don't give up," said Hermione, smiling sweetly. "He watched her go, that's what you do, when you like someone. I watch y-, never mind!"

"What did you say?"

Ron raised an eyebrow.

Hermione removed the dust from her skirt.

"Never mind," Hermione said, repeating herself. "We're Gryffindors, we don't just 'give up'. We're brave."

"No, we are giving up," said Ron.

"Us giving up would be like Christmas in summer," said Hermione.

Then she suddenly beamed.

Hermione's entire body indicated happiness.

"I think I have an idea," she said.


	3. Kissing On Christmas (In Summer)

**Hey readers,**

**In this chapter you might find a pairing coming out of nowhere (hint: Ginny/someone...).**

**If you think Ron and Hermione's relationship is going too fast, well...**

**There's a reference, you might get, but you probably don't.**

**Review!**

**Greetings and good evening (and morning, if you're reading this in the morning)**

**PulyAuthorGirl**

**.**

Hermione squealed.

"Christmas," she said. "In summer. It's August. Harry. Ginny. That's it."

"What?" said Ron.

"Mistletoe," said Hermione. "Harry and Ginny will kiss!"

Ron smiled, he always admired Hermione for her ideas.

"Okay," said Ron. "Sounds like a plan then. So, you're starting a celebration?"

"Yeah," said Hermione. "Posters everywhere. Then people will know about the Christmas celebration."

"Sounds good," said Ron.

"That will go well," said Hermione happily.

"Let's draw some posters, then," said Ron.

"I can't draw," said Hermione. "Can't you draw? Or get Harry to do the drawing?"

"I'll draw it then," said Ron.

He drew a Christmas tree on a beach with the sun, then he added a mistletoe.

"So Ginny can get her hopes up," said Ron.

.

Ginny was walking past the poster, she shook her head.

"Christmas in the summer," she muttered to herself. "Fred and George are so going."

Then she let out a girlish giggle.

She was going to go.

.

Harry walked past another poster, around the same time of the day.

"Sounds fairly decent," he said to Ron.

He had a closer look.

"By you and Hermione?" he asked.

"Yeah," said Ron. "All her idea."

"Sounds lovely," said Harry.

.

It was Christmas.

It was summer.

The event took place.

The common room, where it took place, was covered in fake snow.

There were a few mistletoes lying about.

"Good evening," said Hermione, handing Ron a present.

Ron eagerly unwrapped it.

Hermione had bought him some Chocolate Frogs.

"You know I love them," he told her and grabbed her hand.

Hermione blushed.

"What have you got for me then?" she asked him, avoiding his gaze.

"A book," said Ron. "What else could anyone get you?"

Hermione immediately let out a squeal, she loved books.

"What book?" she said, voice full of excitement.

"Highly Advanced Magic," said Ron, handing her the book.

"But, but that book's only for Seventh Year and up," she said.

She couldn't believe Ron was so thoughtful and thought she was capable of such magic.

"We're not that much younger," said Ron.

"Good point," said Hermione.

"I'm here too, you know," said Harry, waving his arms about.

"We know," Ron and Hermione said in unison.

They immediately noticed, that they spoke simultaneously and looked at each other, both blushing.

"I've got you presents," said Harry.

He handed Ron some every flavour beans and handed Hermione the newest edition of Hogwarts A History.

"Thanks, Harry," said Hermione. "We're both very grateful."

Ron smiled at her.

Ginny ran up to them and handed them some packages.

For Ron, it was a racing broom.

For Hermione, it was rose perfume, but she wasn't too pleased.

For Harry, it was chocolate eggs.

"I'm not that much into chocolate," he told Ginny.

.

Then it was mistletoe time.

Ginny talked with an unknown female friend of hers and they giggled and looked at Dean.

Several people were found under the mistletoe: Parvati and Neville, who exchanged a brief kiss, Seamus and Lavender, who were a little extreme to say the least and Fred and Angelina, who only exchanged a kiss on the cheek.

Only time to push Ginny and Harry under it together.

Hermione rushed towards Ron to find a plan.

"Ooooh," said a voice.

Fred Weasley was pointing upwards, smirking at George.

They gestured upwards.

"Oops," said Hermione. "Sorry about that. Didn't want to embarrass you."

"I'm not embarrassed," said Ron, but his blushing face indicated something else.

"Let's make this quick," said Hermione and pressed her lips against Ron's.

She had been kissed before, by Viktor after the ball, although that felt so awkward and Viktor seemed to force his tongue down her throat.

Hermione wondered if Ron was naturally good at kissing or if he had experience before her.

She hoped it was the first option.

"You can break apart now, you know," said Ginny, snickering. "It looks disgusting having you kiss someone."

Hermione took a step back.

"Sorry Ginny," she said.

Then she pushed Ginny under the mistletoe.

"Hermione!" Ginny exclaimed. "Something's up. You lock me in a closet and now you shove me under a mistle-"

She was interrupted by Fred once again going 'Oooh!'.

She realized she was under the mistletoe with Dean.

She put her arms around him and kissed him passionately.

Ron looked at Hermione, clearly unsatisfied with the entire thing.

Harry looked strangely furious and he had dropped his glass on the floor.

Ginny's friend was giggling with pleasure.

"Finally," she said, swooning. "I wish such a thing happened to me."

Ron looked at Hermione.

"We need to discuss things," he said. "Seriously."

Hermione sighed.

"Yes," she agreed. "We do."


	4. Breaking Them Up

**Hey readers,**

**Well, this is Chapter Four.**

**What do you think of the Ginny/Dean pairing?**

**It's canon, isn't it?**

**But Ron and Hermione don't seem to like it that much.**

**And about Harry being miserable?**

**He'll get over it, I promise you.**

**He'll definitely get over it ;-).**

**Well, review.**

**Greetings,**

**PulyAuthorGirl**

**.**

"Ron," said Hermione.

She was sitting next to the fireplace, covering both of them with a blanket.

It was very late and all the Gryffindors had left the party to go to bed.

He was sitting next to her with his arm around her, while she was blushing.

"Sorry about that, er, mistletoe scene," said Hermione. "I'm really sorry. If you didn't enjoy it, you can always tell me. I, I just wanted to keep everyone quiet and sorry."

"How many times do you need to apologize?" Ron asked, irritated at her. "One apology is enough. It was okay."

"Okay then," said a very relieved Hermione. "So, what do we do about Ginny and Dean?"

"What do we do about them?" Ron asked. "We're not even sure they're together."

"They kissed," said Hermione.

Ron made a face at her.

"We kissed," he said. "And we're not together."

"Good point," said Hermione, sighing. "Sorry about that."

"It was okay," Ron said, for what seemed the thousandth time. "We just need to ask Ginny. Or you ask Ginny, she confides in you. More than in me, anyway."

.

"Ginny!" said Hermione.

Ginny turned around immediately.

"Why are you bothering me?" Ginny asked coolly. "Want to lock me up again? Or shove me under a mistletoe?"

"Sorry about that," said Hermione. "You'd understand, surely. Anyway, you and Dean?"

"You're avoiding the subject," Ginny observed.

"I'm not," said Hermione. "But what's up with you and Dean?"

"Oh, I wish I knew," said Ginny, sighing. "The kiss was nice and passionate. It was so sweet."

She paused and suddenly got a fit of giggles.

"I wasn't the only girl, who kissed someone," said Ginny, although she was feeling akward. "How about you and Ron?"

Hermione sighed, as Ginny gave her a knowing smile.

"We haven't really worked it out yet," said Hermione. "I apologized for the kiss."

"He seemed to enjoy it well enough," said Ginny. "You were getting really into it, before I said anything. It was unpleasant to watch, being his little sister. Okay, it was disgusting."

"Harry dropped a glass when you kissed Dean," said Hermione. "He seemed really put out."

"His problem," said Ginny, shrugging.

"You're really over him?" Hermione asked.

"Why wouldn't I be?" Ginny said casually.

"You're not," said Hermione.

"I am," said Ginny. "Why else would I kiss Dean in front of him?"

"Well, I don't think he's over you," said Hermione. "I can't stand you talking about Harry like that. He's my friend."

"So that's why you tried to lock me up in a cupboard with him?" Ginny snapped.

Then she stormed off without another word.

.

"Ron," said Hermione, as the two of them sat by the Black Lake.

It was relaxing to hear the sound of the lake.

"Hermione," said Ron.

"Ginny hates me now," said Hermione.

Ron snickered.

"She doesn't," said Ron.

"She stormed off," said Hermione. "Claimed she was over Harry and was swooning over Dean, she wasn't. And I seriously feel, that I need to console Harry. I'm starting to think, he deserves better."

She briefly watched a very familiar girl with sandy-blonde hair walk towards the Shrieking Shack.

"Don't you dare insult Ginny," Ron said instinctively. "You're so stupid and annoying!"

"Ron?" Hermione asked.

She was very disappointed that Ron was mad at her.

"Oh sorry," said Ron. "Must have blown up at you. I was just defending Ginny, she's still my sister, Hermione."

"I know," said Hermione, giving him a nod. "Maybe I should go and console Harry, he was devastated. He obviously seemed to like her enough."

"You better," said Ron. "Harry's been my best mate for years, I don't want him upset."

Hermione nodded at him and walked away.

Towards Harry.

.

"Harry," said Hermione, catching up to Harry in a corridor. "Are you okay?"

Harry glared at Hermione.

"Of course, I'm fine," he said. "Why wouldn't I be?"

"You didn't look fine at the party," said Hermione.

Harry shrugged.

"You can tell me anything," said Hermione.

Harry shrugged again.

"Leave me alone, Hermione," he said, gritting his teeth. "I always have problems, if I have a Dark Lord to kill."

.

As Hermione and Ron walked into the Common Room, there was a huge banner.

It said _Celebrating Ginny And Dean._

Ginny was sitting on Dean's lap, while Harry was sitting in the corner.

"Harry!" Hermione exclaimed. "Are you okay?"

"We're there for you, Harry," said Ron.

Harry rolled his eyes and walked up to the dormitory.

"I'm fine," he said. "What's up with you acting weird lately?"

.

.

"I've just written a fake break-up letter from Dean," said Hermione. "This is our last chance."

"Indeed," said Ron, embracing Hermione. "I really hope this works, if I doesn't, we'll have to give up on the entire thing."

"Definitely," said Ron. "I'll scrawl some broken hearts on the paper."

"Thanks Ron," said Hermione, admiring Ron's hearts.

"We're sending this," said Hermione, attaching the letter to Ron's owl.

.

"Pigwideon!" said Ginny, petting the owl. "What's that letter?"

She recognized Hermione's neat writing, although the letter was signed Dean.

And why did Ron draw on it?

Wait a minute, Ginny knew exactly what this was.

Not just the letter.

Everything lately.

The Christmas celebration.

The broom cupboard.

The attempt to get her to the lake.

She was going to confront them.

Those want-to-be manipulative pigs!


	5. Ginny Knows

**Hey** **readers,**

**Can anyone of you predict the Harry pairing?**

**I believe this will have around 20 chapters, by the way.**

**21, I planned.**

**Chapter 6 will be a stereotypical dancing scenario, I won't spoil it, but I hope you won't mind.**

**What do you think of my portrayal of Ginny?**

**Review and as an added bonus, try and predict the Harry pairing.**

**Bet you can't, I'm challenging you.**

**Greetings,**

**PulyAuthorGirl**

**.**

Ginny ran up to Hermione, who was walking next to Harry, in a corridor full of people, red-faced.

"Hermione Granger!" she screamed shrilly.

Hermione turned over.

Harry next to her gasped.

A few students looked over at her.

"Hey Ginny," she said happily.

"How dare you," said Ginny, in an unintentionally similar way to her mother. "You and Ron?"

Hermione took a step back, she was slightly frightened.

Hermione feared, she knew about it all.

Ginny shoved Hermione.

The audience was silent, a few people actually snickered.

Harry looked like he desparately wanted to say something in Hermione's defence, but he had no idea, what it was about.

"Seriously!" said Ginny. "Trying to meddle with my love life. Trying to get me together with Harry. What were you thinking?"

Someone in the audience gasped.

Footsteps were to be heard, coming closer.

They weren't hers or Harry's.

"What?" Harry asked, puzzled. "Getting me together with you? I thought, you and Dean were together."

Hermione stood there speechless.

They were Ron's.

"Leave her alone," Ron suddenly shouted, showing up. "I was equally involved as her."

Hermione smiled at him with gratitude.

Poor Harry simply looked confused.

"Oh, wait until I get started on you, Ronald," Ginny snapped. "You wanted to get me together with Harry or did you want to get cosy with Hermione? Don't act like I didn't see you at the party. You know I'm over that git."

"Oy!" said Harry, offended. "I'm not a git!"

"That's not the point!" Ginny shrieked, then turning back to Ron. "You're supposed to be my brother!"

Dean walked towards the group.

Ginny's expression immediately softened.

"Dean," she said softly.

Dean smiled at her.

"Are you okay?" Dean asked.

"I'm fine," said Ginny, not looking in the least fine. "Ron's just being a prat. Hermione's even worse."

Then she walked off hand-in-hand with Dean.

Harry watched, slightly saddened.

Then he turned to Ron and Hermione.

"What's up with her?" he asked. "And what's that about your matchmaking?"

Ron and Hermione sighed, but they refused to explain.

.

"She knows," said Hermione.

Ron squeezed her hand.

"I know," he said. "But we'll manage. Maybe give up."

Hermione looked at him, then she squeezed his hand tighter.

"Maybe," said Hermione. "What are we?"

"What do you mean?" Ron asked. "We're friends. What should we be?"

Hermione sighed at Ron's obliviousness, after all she had just kissed him a few days ago.

Then he looked at her expression.

"I don't get it," he said.

"I kissed you the other day, didn't I?" said Hermione, playing with her hair.

"Yes," said Ron. "You did."

"Did you, er, like it?" Hermione asked.

"It was fine," said Ron, smiling sweetly at her.

Hermione smiled back.

"Oh, Ron," she said.

Ron looked at her.

"Hermione," he said. "It was alright, okay? I lived."

Hermione was disappointed he didn't think more of that time.

She sighed.

Ron was so oblivious.

Hermione had always had a liking for Ron, ever since he stood up for her, when Malfoy called her a Mudblood.

That had been so sweet.

Oh, Ron.

.

Hermione walked into the Common Room.

Ginny stood there, looking rather relaxed.

"I may have overreacted a little," she said. "I just don't like Harry in that way. Sorry."

Then Hermione hugged her.

"I just wanted the best for you," she said. "And the best for you, is to be with Harry."

"It's not," said Ginny. "I don't like Harry and he feels the same about me."

"Oh Ginny," she said, smiling at her red-haired friend.

"Guess what, Hermione?" said Ginny. "If you meddle with my love life again, I will hex you."

"I know that," said Hermione.

.

"Ron?" said Hermione. "In our next attempts, we need to be extra careful or she'll hex both of us."

"I know my sister," said Ron. "That sounds like her."

Ginny loved hexes so much, she even invented the Bat-Bogey Hex.

"Maybe," said Hermione. "We should stop. Ginny doesn't like Harry."

"Does he like her?" Ron asked.

"Maybe," said Hermione. "Why should I know."

"You know everything," said Ron.

Then he held her hand, as they walked towards the lake.

Because they learned everything about matchmaking.

Matchmaking is wrong.

Oh wait, it isn't.

Matchmaking is wrong, if you get caught.


	6. Dancing At The Lake

"Look, Hermione," said Ginny. "Me and Dean have organized a dancing event near the Black Lake. I'm sure it's full moon tonight and full moon's so pretty."

Hermione smiled at the thought of dancing with Ron.

If only.

Ginny let out a giggle.

"Are you coming?" she asked.

Hermione thought about it.

Ron was probably there, so yes.

"Should I dress up?" Hermione asked. "Like at the Yule Ball?"

"You looked fabulous at the ball," said Ginny. "Blue is really your colour. I want to see you in pink, though."

"Pink?" Hermione asked. "I, I don't really like pink all that much." 

"You'd be pretty in pink," said Ginny, imagining Hermione dressed in pink.

"Not my style," said Hermione, disgusted at the very idea of herself in pink.

"Red," said Ginny, squealing. "Or gold. Or red and gold, you're a Gryffindor after all."

"Not really," said Hermione. "A darker blue if anything or maybe purple." 

"So, let's choose our dresses," said Ginny. "I'm going for light green myself."

Hermione smiled at the idea of Ginny in light green.

.

It was the night of the ball.

Ginny was wearing a long dark green gress with a huge bow in front and a light green head band, to make up for the fact she couldn't afford a light green robes

Hermione had offered to pay for half the price, so Ginny could even afford this.

Dean was wearing a black shirt with a white-and-red-striped tie and black trousers, which he got from his muggle uncle.

Harry had somehow managed to get his hair to look less messy and he was was wearing black robes.

Neville was wearing his Gryffindor uniform, while Parvati was wearing bright pink robes.

Padma, her sister, was wearing a light blue robes and Lavender was wearing a really short pink robes.

Then Hermione, oh Hermione, she had used some hair potion from the Yule Ball and got her hair tied in a neat ponytail.

She was wearing a long dark blue dress and a very slight amount of make-up.

"Hey," said Ginny, flipping her long red hair. "Welcome to our dancing event."

Then music started playing, Ginny twirled around, her hair flying all over the place.

She strutted towards Dean proudly and took his arm and the two of them danced together, while rather flawed.

Ron frowned at Hermione.

"She belongs with Harry," he hissed at her.

She nodded in agreement.

Parvati and Neville started dancing,

Ron walked up to Hermione and squeezed her hand.

"Dance?" he said.

"Yes," she replied.

Hermione and Ron started spinning around.

Ron had stepped on her feet a few times, but she didn't bother nagging him.

They simply concentrated on dancing together, as if they were the only people on this beautiful world.

They rarely looked at Harry, who sat there alone for a long while, whistling to himself.

Then eventually Luna Lovegood arrived and Harry, sighing, gave in and danced with her.

But Ron and Hermione didn't pay as much attention to her.

Then the world started spinning.

Hermione and Ron started getting awfully close.

They were getting even closer.

And closer.

And...

"Oh, please don't," Ginny snapped. "Not again. The other kiss was horrible."

Ron and Hermione looked at her.

"Ginny!" they said appalled.

"What's up?" said Ginny, smiling at them. "Look Hermione, you've danced too much with Ron, you have another Weasley to dance with."

Ginny grabbed Hermione by the hand and they spun each other around very fast.

Meanwhile Ron and Dean were dancing together.

"Ron?" Harry asked. "Dance with me?"

And eventually, everyone danced with everyone, although Ron and Hermione danced together every now and then.

.

"Ron?" Ginny asked.

Ron turned around, his sister was sitting down on the warm grass by the lake.

"Yes?" said Ron.

"I was wondering," said Ginny, seeming slightly annoyed at him. "Well, you like Hermione, don't you?"

"Of course, I like her, she's my friend!" Ron said.

Ginny paused thoughtfully.

"No, not in that way, Ron," she said. "Well, I believe you and Hermione aren't right for each other. You always fight. She'll never satisfy your needs, you need someone more laid back."

"But Ginny," Ron muttered as she left. "I don't even like her in that way."

Too late.

Too late to lie.

Well, Ron was an awful liar anyway.

And what did Ginny think she was doing?

It was his life.


End file.
